TEN YEARS LATER
re-admitted to Almack's, suddenly sent out invitations
for an evening party at Brocket. But for the most part
she fought shy ofher old friends. And, like many other
people who have failed to obtain a footing in fashion-
able society, she fell back on intellectual. It was not
the great world that was deserting her, so she put it to
herself, it was she who was leaving the great world, in
pursuit of the higher satisfactions of the spirit. Accord-
ingly, she made friends with Godwin, the philo-
sopher, with Lady Morgan, the novelist, and Miss
Benger, the historian: and was to be found, an exotic
figure, at little reunions up three pairs of stairs, where,
refreshed by cups of tea carried in by the solitary maid-
servant, the genteel intelligentsia of the Metropolis
discoursed to one another on Truth and Beauty. In
return she took the opportunity to display herself in
the agreeable character of fury godmother; showered
her new friends with unexpected gifts of fruit and
opera tickets, and invited them to Melbourne House.
There on her sofa she would lie, swathed in becoming
folds of muslin and surrounded by souvenirs of Lord
Byron, talking by the hour of the great people she had
known, and the ardours and endurances ofher life of
passion.
Sometimes she asked her new friends to meet her
old. There is a comical account of a dinner she gave in
1820 consisting of a number of artists and writers-
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